156  HOW HEREWAKD PLAYED THE POTTER;
What fiend had been putting boy's dreams into his head'?
And he sprang hastily into the saddle, as one that flees from a temptation. " Home, mare ! Home to prison again I We have been out far too long, old lass ! too long."
He held on over the Fleam-dyke : but he feared to turn downwards into the Cambridge flats, and kept his vantage-ground upon the downs; till, on the top of the Gogmagog, he struck the old Eoman road, which men call "Wort's Causeway" at this day. Down that he turned, short to the right, toward the green meadows, and the long line of mighty elms, and the little village which clustered, unconscious of its coming glories, beneath the new French keep, beside the Eoman bridge.
The setting sun gilded the white flints of the keep; and Hereward looked on them with a curse. But it gilded, too, the tree tops of the great forest beyond; and Hereward uttered something like a prayer to St. Etheldreda and her ladies three. For if he could but reach that forest he was safe.
The Wake was, of course, too wise to go through Cambridge street, under the eyes of the French garrison. But he saw that the Eoman road led straight to a hamlet some mile above the town ; and at the road end, he guessed, there must be either a bridge or a ford. There he could cross the Cam. And he rode slowly downward, longing for it to grow dark, and saving the mare, in case she should be needed for a sudden rush.